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That he has fallen in anger with the queen
For her knave's sake that was his closest friend,
Chief craftsman and main builder of the match \
Yea, half his heart, brother and bedfellow,
Sworn secret on his side.

Third Citizen.               There are who think

They have changed beds in very and shameful deed,
And halved more than their own hearts.

First Citizen.                                   He came here

On the Pope's party, against our kindly lords,
Against the duke, our first more natural head,
Against die good will of all godliness;
And hath he now cast their cords from him ? nay,
This is the stormy sickness of ill blood
Swelling the veins of sin in violent youth
That makes them wrangle, but at home and heart,
Whatever strife there seem of hands abroad.
They are single-minded in the hate of God.
Did he not break forth into bitterness,
Being warned by Knox of youth and empty heart,
Yea, rail aloud as one made mad with wine ?
Did he not lay devices with this knave
That now ye say defiles him in his wife
To rid the noble Murray from their way
That they might ride with hotter spurs for hell ?

Second Citizen.    God hath set strife betwixt them

that their feet

Should not be long time out of their own snares.
Here be the men we look for comfort from,